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" A man f  A man !  A man ! " they exclaimed, and moaned,
and groaned, and giggled, and laughed, and cried.
" Stand aside/' I commanded.

My words intensified their eagerness and possessiveness.
" Stand aside, or I'll crush you ! "
" Crush us !   Crush us, great man ! "
" You belong to Ibn Ben Hahmud, you are the Caliph's
women, you desecrate Allah's word! "

Their laughter was the endless cackling of a forest of drunken
geese.

" The Caliph's women ! The Caliph's women ! " they
mocked, wriggling their thumbs, sticking out their tongues.
" Where is the Caliph, sweet man ? Where has he been for
years ? 0 stout youth, we are your women ! Your women !
Take us away, darling of Allah ! Take us away ! "

" Don't scream so, foolish hens," I howled. " You are
deafening me I "

" O young giant, O sweet man," they murmured, " be not
wroth.   We are your women/'
I tried to wrench myself away.
"Hold him!   Hold him!"
They rooted me to the spot.

" Do not leave us, prodigious one/' they pleaded. " We
have drowned the guards for you We shall battle and
conquer the city for you! Be our husband, O flower of
manhood, 0 beloved of Allah ! "

Their breaths, the heat of their bodies, the pressure of
their hands made me forget prudence, made me cast to the
winds all the warnings of Catapha.

" Hearken, women," I said, slapping my buttocks to silence
the" chattering. "Who were the favourites of the Caliph
before he became enamoured of numbers ? "

"I! I! II I!" The four fairest and fattest came
forward.

" Very well.   Henceforth you are my wives.   Go get your